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The Most Diligent Prelate in England

WHO is the most diligent bishop and prelate In all England that
passeth all the rest in doing his office ?

I can tell, for I know him who it is ; I know him well. There is
one that passeth all the others, and is the most diligent prelate and
preacher in all England. Will ye know who it is ? I will tell you:
it is the devil. He is the most diligent preacher of all. He is never
out of his diocese. Ye shall never find him unoccupied. He keepeth
residence at all times* Ye shall never find him out of the way. Call
for him when you will, he is ever at home. The diligentest preacher in
all the realm, he is ever at his plough. No lording nor loitering can
hinder him ; he is ever applying his business. Ye shall never find
him idle, I warrant you.                                          Hugh Latimer

M^

Six Years, Site Little Tears
Grieved by his father's evil noay$, Mycerinus, King of Egypt, ruled his people justly
and well, but to him came an Oracle saying that he was to live but six years longer.
rY father loved injustice, and lived long ;
Crowned with gray hairs he died, and full of sway.
I loved the good he scorned, and hated wrong,
The Gods declare my recompense today.
I looked for life more lasting, rule more high,
And when six years are measured, lo, I die !
The rest I give to joy*    Even while I speak,
My sand runs short; and (as yon star-shot ray,
Hemmed by two banks of cloud, peers pale and weak,
Now, as the barrier closes, dies away)
Even so do past and future intertwine,
Blotting this six-years space, which yet is mine.
Six years, six little years, six drops of time.
Yet suns shall rise, and many moons shall wane9
And old men die, and young men pass their prime, *
Matthew Arnold
My Country
ENG^ANB, with all thy faults, I love thee still,
My country 1 and while yet a nook is left
Where English names and manners may be found,
Shall be constrained to love thee.   Though thy clime
Be fickle, and thy year, most part, deformed
With dripping rains, or withered by a frost*
I would not yet exchange thy sullen skies
And fields without a flower, for warmer France
With all her vines ; nor for Ausonia's groves
Of golden fruitage and her myrtle bowers,
Cowper